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£di torial
I took two weeks off near the end of the summer to make a trip I had been planning
all year. Since I. came to Calvin, my family has moved from my home of ten years irt
Halifax, making it difficult for me to maintain my ties with my high school and
church friends. I decided a trip back would be worth the effort.
I packed clothing and camping supplies into my VW, phoned ahead to see if
anybody would be in Halifax, and set off. No schedule, no itinerary, no concrete
plans at all. I just "weritto Halifax7' stopping to see friends along the way for a day
here and a day there. Throughout my trip people would ask me "what are your
plans?" to which my response was ''I'm playing it by ear." Gradually the weeks
passed and I found myself facing the only planned event of the trip: the return home. I
had to return. I had responsibilities to face. Classes to prepare for. Housing to
organize. Business matters to attend to. I said goodbye to the various people who had
let me stay with them, packed up again for the trip, and left.
"-.,_
Halifax to Grand Rapids is not a short trip by any means and I drove it myself. It's
hard to explain to people what that kind of long distance drive is like. Long hours
with a tape deck to keep you company, winding down roads that never end waiting
for the next fill up. There's a lot of time to think. It isn't like flying at all. There is no
departure time, no ET A. How long you make your trip depends on which roads you
choose to take. How far you go is limited only by how much money you have. There's
a great deal of time to think by yourself, collect your thoughts, and let them wash
around in your head. No paper to write them on and no one to share them with.
On the last leg of my trip, three hours away from home, I suddenly felt a strong
urge to disappear. To take the next exit, in Flint of all places, and not go back. Just
keep going. The idea of everything that lay waiting for me at Calvin was too overwhelming. A modern-day Jonah, I wanted to bail out, lose myself in the shuffle, start
again somewhere else. Why not have a federal witness protection plan for people like
me, I thought. I could only change my name now, but I wanted to be lost without a
trace. I passed the last Flint exit and sanity returned.
Everyone must feel like that at times, though. The temptation to back out, find a
release from commitment, relax. Sometimes the pressures are trivial and insignificant, but even Jesus, when faced with death on the qross, asked the Lord to relieve
him from the ordeal if possible. Disappearing isn't that easy, though. It's a tempting
ticket but a cheap trick. If everybody who wanted to disappear could, there would be
very few people left, and the highways would be packed. You can't just quit. There
are not just work responsibilities resting on each of us, there are people to whom we
have commitments and communities to which we belong. When I returned to Halifax
for Sunday people who hadn't seen me, some in over two years, treated me as the
prodigal son. I had disappeared for all practical purposes, yet these people were
overjoyed to see me and to share with me. I realized that the very reason for my trip
was to avoid being lost.
After Flint I realized that it was not just my job to return to Calvin, fulfill my
responsibilities and complete what I had committed myself to do in terms of work
and schopl, but that my Christian responsibilities extend far beyond those simple
matters. It was up to me to return and be a committed member of a community of
fellowship and support.
Returning to Calvin this year is a serious matter for everyone, no matter how confident we feel. By returning we have chosen to continue to follow our calling as part
of a community. From the longest tenured professor to the most confused freshman,
we have all chosen not to hide and avoid, but to return and participate and learn.
-JLG
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A New Year of Dialogue
It seems that every year a new
group of people takes over the student offices. New student heads,
new student editors, new secretaries. Very occasionally new furniture. With all of the new people, of
course , come new ideas. This issue
of Dialogue is one of the new ideas.
At first glance it is easy to see that
this Dialogue looks different. Hopefully, though, the changes in
Dialogue go beyond the looks .
Every year changes are made to
Dialogue . This year, however, we
are trying to publish a magazine
that is more accessible to the Calvin

constituency. In that, we need your
help.
A dialogue is in essence not
necessarily a conversation, but an
interaction between people. We
hope to provide a medium for all
means of visual and literary expression at Calvin this year. Formally Calvin's magazine for the
"Fine Arts," Dialogue urges both
students and faculty who have
something to communicate-be it
. humor, visual art, critical discussion, poetry or prose-to work
through Dialogue.
To help encourage the expression
of the arts at Calvin, and to have

some fun on the side, Dialogue is
proud to announce a Dialogue
Evening of the Arts planned for
mid-November. The logistics are
still being worked out, but for one
evening in the F AC, Dialogue will
showcase Calvin talent in music ,
dance and dramatic readings. Anyone who would like to be part of the
program is welcome to stop by the
Dialogue office with a demo tape,
guitar or copy of your work in hand
and we'd be happy to listen to you .
With that short introduction, we
proudly present this, the first issue
of a year of Dialogue at Calvin.

Krister Evenhouse
Dialogue 5

-Tom Bryant
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-Brad Monsma

Raphael

A Most Unusual Tale

The crowds in Penn Station are
notorious for their thickness, and
their ability to hide a familiar face.
Such is the crowd that mills about
me the day I come home from
college; swollen and desperate, it
bulges in and out of doorways and
sweeps like a river, defying gravity,
up the marble staircase where I am
keeping my lookout post. From my
perch I can see bankers and sailors;
Chicano girls and Ivy-League boys;
thirsty-looking drunks and bristly,
distant Mafia men. There are a
dozen or so lost children, and I
amuse myself by matching them up
with the frantic, motherly heads
and voices that jut from the crowd.
It isn't until they start up the stairs
that I see the faces I am really looking for-Ian and Andi, Kitty and
Eliot.
I can feel my face going soft with a
smile as I watch them coming
toward me; everything that is dear
to me is there, in that little group.
Ian and Andi-clinging to the rail
and yelling something unintelligible; Eliot, walking as he always
does, with a constant nod as he
pulls his nose in and out of the book
he is forever reading; Kitty, her eyes
vacant, a dreamy smile splashed
across her face.
I am the last one home, of those
who had been away. Kitty and Eliot
had never left, opting to educate
themselves, and Ian and Andi go to
small Mid-western schools with
ridiculously perfect exam
schedules. I had to pull myself
through my own exams, trying hard
not to think about the fun the four of
. them were having at home. It was
useless. Midway through a
philosophy final, I found myself
humming our "Alma Mater,"
Python's Philosophical Drinking
Song. I ended my essay with a note
to my TA that Immanuel Kant was a

real pissant and even I could think
him under the table, and took the
first train home.
Ian is the first to reach me, with
Andi a breath behind him. They
come in a flurry of arms and hair,
and voices; their shouts bang into
me and I have to take a step back.
"We won," Andi says, clapping a
hand over Ian's mouth. "We won, we
won, we ... ".
"Won," Ian manages to squeak
out. He bites her fingers and, over
her cries and between her kicks,
adds, "a lot of money."
"What?" I stammer, my jaw
dropping to Penn Station's
unsavory floor.
"The Five have won thirtythousand dollars, my dear boy." It is
Eliot's cultured voice, behind me. I
turn my back on the fury of Ian and
Andi, and there he is, his book now
tucked under one arm, the other
raking a hand through his long,
brown hair. "Hi," he grins and, . coif
in place, bends down to pick up my
bag.
Kitty is standing behind him, as
usual. She blows me a kiss over his
back and, when he is upright again,
steps around him to give me a hug.
"Silly people," she says into my
shoulder. "Always worrying about
money and forgetting to hug our
poor Graham."
"Well, you haven't changed," I say
as I step back to look at her. "What
are you looking for with that bewildered look on your face?" She
does a double-take, and begins to
grin.
"The page number, you little ..
"That's a quote, and I know it," she
says. "It isn't nice, you know, to
make fun of people with semiphotographic memories."
"Sartre," I give her. "Page ... "
"136!" she cries, triumphantly.
"And I knew it was Sartre. I think

he's brilliant."
"I know, I know," I say, as I hook
my arm in hers. Andi -and Ian have
settled their dispute and nestled
together again; they attach themselves to my other elbow and Eliot
throws an arm around Kitty's
shoulders. The Five are complete
once again, and we swing down the
steps, and out the door.
"So tell me about this money," I
say, once we are settled in the car
and speeding toward the country.
"It all began a long time ago," Ian
begins. "With a certain dollar, a
dollar someone always used as a
bookmark. .. "
"Eliot's bookmark?" I interrupt,
incredulously. When he was in high
school, Eliot used to mark the pages
of the book he was currently
reading with a dollar bill minted the
year he was born and, although it
seems impossible becaus2 His Book
was always with him, the
bookmark was somehow lost
halfway through our senior year.
Eliot was unbearable for the two or
three days it took Kitty to find the
bill; when she did, she refused to
give it up unless it became the
property of the Five. Eliot could rent
it, she said, and learn the true value
of money. And so he did, taking us
all out to dinner once a year. The
bookmark came with us and sat on a
plate in the middle of the table.
"Eliot bought a Lotto ticket with
it," Andi interrupts, impatiently.
"Really, El?" I say, surprised.
He blushes. "Yes. And I'd do it
again."
"You would not, Eliot," Kitty
accuses, from the other side of the
car. "You couldn't even tell Graham
because you were afraid he'd call
you. ·; ."
"Bourgeois," I finish for her. "It is,
Eliot. Horribly so. All those
carpenters and garbage men,
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waiting in line to buy their
tickets ... "
"Garbage men make a lot of
money," Eliot points out. "More
money than you do."
"Anyway," Ian says as he weaves
through the traffic on the GW, "our
wealthy young friend found himself
in line without a cent to his name,
and he used the bookmark."
The light in the car goes black as
everyone glares, gleefully, at Eliot.
"There will be other bookmarks," he
forces out. From the corner of my
eye I can see Kitty just itching to rub
it in some more, until it hurts; fortunately, Ian has just pulled up to
, her house and she gets out before
.she can say the words that teeter,
unsure of themselves, on the tip of
her tongue. Ian and Andi and I come
from comfortable, middle-class
families; Kitty-beautiful, brilliant Kitty-is dqwnright poor. She
despises anything that smells of
money, and had the great misfortune of falling in love with Eliot's
mind (and eventually, Eliot). He is
filthy rich, to the point of it being
almost unhealthy. Kitty refuses
everything bought with Eliot's
money. It makes her physically
sick, she says.
We get a promise from her, for
dinner at six, and she disappears
with her dreamy smile still intact.
Andi is the next to go. She gets out
with graceful kiss for Ian's lips, and
a flip of her skirt for Eliot and me.
We cheer, too loudly, and Ian shoots
us dirty looks via the rear-view
mirror.
"Wear your best, my boy,ff Eliot
says as we pull up to my house. ·
"Dinner. We're going downtown."
"Eliot you snob," I laugh as I fight
my way through the jungle of Big
Mac wrappers, old sweatshirts, and
seat belts that is Ian's car-but Eliot
·has already opened up his book, and
doesn't hear me.
At home the parental units are
waiting with open arms-open far
enough to stretch newspapers
between them. My father is
cowering behind the Wall Street
Journal-we didn't do well in the
Crash-and I mention, casually,
that I have won one-fifth of thirtythousand dollars. There is a rustle,
and a mhm, and a remark from
behind my mother's open armsthis time, the Record-that dinner is
10 Dialogue

on a plate in the oven. My parents
eat at four-thirty.
'Tin going out," I say, walking to
my room. When I say that
everything I hold dear is held
within the Five, I'm leaving out
something, somewhat: my room.
But then, everything within those
walls is a relic of the group; on the
bookshelf, for example, is the
chipped china plate upon which the
bookmark rests-used to restwhen Eliot takes us out to dinner. I
drop my bag on the floor, and
wander over to the Wall. Here are
the hundreds of pictures I have
taken of the four of them-Andi, in a
rare, Ian-less instant, with her head
thrown back to look at the camera;
Kitty, running into the picture, her
face so alive that I can hear the
laughter; Ian eating; Eliot waving
his book, threateningly. He doesn't
like people to disturb his storylines.
The sight of Eliot's bookmark
brings me out of my reverie and I
realize, with a start, that it's 5:30. I
shower off Penn Station and dress
in my "Eliot Outfit"-jeans and a
tie. On impulse I grab the china
plate and run outside, where I know
Ian will be waiting, hand in midhonk.
We swing around to everyone's
streets, and the car fills up with
good feeling of friends, .and food to
come. Eliot looks at me and sighs.
"Graham's going to buy some
decent clothes with his share of the
money," he announces.
"I am not," I say. "I'm going to loaf

Full Moon

all summer long and not work a
single minute."
"Shopping for clothes is not
work," he answers. "What are you
going to do with yours, Ian?"
"Buy my way into your father's
will," he laughs.
Andi hits _, him, and says, shyly,
"We're getting married."
"Andi! You never ... " Kitty breaks
off, staring at her. "With Eliot's
money?"
"With Eliot's money!" Eliot
shrieks, mimicking her. "I know
someone else who could get married
with Eliot's money," he adds slyly.
Kitty gives him a furious look and
whispers, "I thought we weren't
going to discuss that tonight."
I catch this little volley and ask
her, "You're marrying Eliot?"
"~o,':, she replies evenly. "Not
untilEliot sighs, heavily, "You know
when, Graham. When I learn the
value of a dollar."
I grin at him. "Hell has no fury
like the wrath of an intelligent
woman."
Kitty smiles at me, her eyes
lightly dusted with tears. "Don't
mess with Shakespeare," she says.
"I think he's ... "
"Brilliant,'' I finish for her, getting
out of the car. We have arrived at
the restaurant. Ian, giving his bomb
to the valet, heads eagerly toward
the · anti-cafeteria! smells of good
food, with Andi fast on his heels. I
pull Kitty with me, in through the
door. Eliot brings up the rear, a
smile on his beautiful face and a

paper bag under his arm.
toward the money, and her fingers,
I ca1_1 _see Kitty squirming aU when they touch, fly back as if
through dinner, staring at the bag burned. Suddenly she grabs her
that is n_oy\' under Eliot's chair. Ian fifth and scrapes her chair out,
and Andi chatter on and on about excusing herself. "I have to go to the
getting married; Kitty's face goes bathroom," she says, smiling.
slightly green, but she makes it
"Like hell she does," Eliot sighs,
through the first course. And the watching her walk away. He's right;
second. After dessert Eliot pulls out she walks by the ladies' room and
the bag and pounds on the table.
out the door, into the street. "What
"Attention!" he says, trying hard the ... " he yells and, grabbing his
to look ceremonious but unable to
own share, runs after her.
keep a grin off his face. "As you all · . _, I look around. Andi and Ian are
know, the Five have won a cc:111,. ···cooing, ·their heads together, their
siderable amount of money. Con- fingers . running over the money.
siderable, at least by your
The patrons-miffed, perhaps,
standards." He pauses, and laughs.
because they weren't included"! cannot speak for myself. At any· have returned to their tables and are
rate, my friends, here it is." With
going to gastronomical lengths to
that, he turned the bag upside down
ignore us. I shrug, to myself, and
and let the contents pour out onto
push my own chair out to join the
the plate I have left in the middle of
chase.
the table.
Outside I catch a glimpse of Kitty
In all my easy life I have never
and Eliot, just before they tumble
seen so much money gathered
down the subway stairs. I keep my
together in one place; bills and bills
eyes on the hole they had disof it, all aflutter, seeming to exhale a
appeared into and rush toward it;
green-gold air. It was beautiful, that
still, it is minutes before I manage to
motion of Eliot's. He sat, a smile
clatter down the steps myself.
truly stretched from ear to ear,
Eliot is standing at the bottom of
watching us watch the money
the stairs, breathing heavily and
settle. The restaurant was hushed,
watching Kitty, some fifty feet
all the patrons catching sight of the
away on the other side of the
five young people and the pile of
station. She has her back to us and
money. Andi and Ian make the only
sinks, slowly, until she is squatting
noises I can hear-big fat ohs, like
on her heels.
children on Christmas mor_ning.
Eliot gives a start, and I have to
· Kitty's lips are trembling, and grab him by the shoulder to hold
they say so, all through the counting him back. I .know who Kitty is
process, even when ,the wad of facing: the station's wino-guitarist,
bills-her share-is placed before a man of about thirty, grizzled and
her. She reach_es a shaky hand out gray. For as long as we have been

coming into the city he has been
there; he comes with the station, we
used to say. He was a banker once,
according to Kitty-a child wonder,
a success story. She makes it all up,
of course; we can't pass a person on
the street without her making up a
life story for them. So it was with
the Christopher Street station's
wino-guitarist.
I spin Eliot around. "I don't think
y6u should go over there," I say,
searching his face.
"The value of a dollar," he says
gruffly, the culture stripped from
his voice, "is that it is not meant to
be kept, but given a\-'V_ay. How much
more do I have to give, Graham?"
I look over his shoulder at Kitty,
crouched before the wino-guitarist.
He is playing something for her,
something sad-the Beatles' "In My
Life." It is the only thing I have ever
heard him play, and the platform
fills up with his familiar voice. "It's
not how much you give, El, it's who
you give it to," I say, and point at
Kitty. "Look."
She has taken her bills and begun
to weave them through the strings
of the guitar; the music breaks off
and the man looks at her, bewilderment flooding his face. "Hail Mary,
full of grace," he stammers, and
Kitty pours the rest of the money
over his head, in a glitter of green.
"Eliot!" she calls, turning to face
us. "Your bookmark! I've found it!"
He grins. "Well, bring it over here,
you giddy, little .. .goose."
"Goose?" she cries, running up to
us and putting the bill in Eliot's
hand. "Did you call me a goose?"
"Yes," he says, laughing.
"Do you lay golden eggs, too?" I
ask her, as the three of us head back
up the steps .
"Only in fifteenth-century fairy
tales," she says, glancing over her
shoulder. On the floor behind us the
wino-guitarist has risen to his
kn__t~ es and begun to pray-his eyes
going'llp through the concrete of the
street, and buildings above him, to
the black, starry night. His sobs of
happiness shake from his shoulders
the occasional dollar, and it sinks,
gold-green, to the earth beneath
him.
-Heather Gemmen

Sandra te Ve Ide
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-Tom Bryant

When spring days boast
skies as blue as a robin's egg and
sweet, delicious cream puff clouds,
pink-white apple tree blossoms the size of my thumbnail and
wedges of Canadian geese honking north,
golden dandelions spotting emerald lawns and
red and yellow tulips standing in ranks at fences and curbs,
when starlings return to barnstorm my dachshund Heidi and
the perfume of wet, black dirt packs my nostrils,
then, especially then,
I thank God He's not
a surrealist.
-Jeffrey DeVries
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The Televangelist Calls the Square Dance
Center stage stands the televangelist:
"If you're ready to dance your way to heaven,
just follow my call."
He nods to the fiddler who stomps off a 1, 2, 3, 4,
and the music starts.
"Last night God gave me quite a fright
He demanded a million overnight
So I'm prayin' you're not too tight
To send ten dollars for a holy light.
"Dosey do and around we go
Here's the address to this show
Now mail your check please don't be slow
Dosey do and away we go.
"Well I am here to show the Way
for you to go to heaven someday
where we'll all sing-oh, by the way,
did I mention a money order's o.k.?

"Dosey do and around we go
Here's the address to this show
Now mail your check, please don't be slow
Dosey do and away we go."
A fiddle solo while collection is taken.
"I healed your sickness, made you well
I even saved your soul from hell
Why, I would save Quee·n Jezebel
(What! She won't pay? Let her burn in hell!)
"Dosey do and around we go
Here's the address to this show
Now mail your check, please don't be slow
Dosey do to heaven we go."
And the people say:
AMEN!

-Jeffrey DeVries

Looking Back, Looking Forward
after fight trauma
rose up bland stairwell
from basement to basement
first floor to fist floor
abruptly found
squarely hit eye
hands meshed with force

Saturday in June

second floor to squashed floor
this time prepared
arms up before my eye
hands thwarted over
intertwined forces consumed

Saturday in June
not too hot; not too cold
here on concrete, shade comfortable
to hear the wind and drop the eyelids
to stop this sector of reality
slam it up against the brick walls; next to me;
start to strangle at its throat
for a moment you seem to have reality grasping
for air; you glory in power; coming back, there
is a reversal; reality has you in its palm like
some crazed Godzilla ready to poke and
tease (and rip you in two
or three
savoring each bite)
-Tom Bryant

third floor to plastics melted
fused fists, bloody hallway
will hit in face
close, to feel numbed
fourth floor to cold steel
relentless blows torched
heated words bellow flame
anguish scream
esqaped to silence, fifth floor
advances recede,
rubble never thought to be of value
yet light somewhere penetrates from within
-Tom Bryant ,

underneath verbal excesses

rich verbs buy tombs denied
palls marry united froth
elijah speaks and end hugs
total embrace juxtaposed guiled quilts
killed regiment
totally concave guided missile hiding
parallel gifts dented
youDIE
I DIE DEATH BRINGS FREEDOM FROM RESTRICTIVES
HIDDEN SELF CONTAINED PAIN
RAIN POLISHES TIMELY ARRIVED
POORLY HIDDEN MEANING OBSCURED BY
MEANINGLESS BABBLE
LETS EXCHANGE LIVES
YES?
YES
TONIGHT YOU BECOME ME FOR AWHILE
CAN WE STAND@ MIDNIGHT?
WHILE I TAKE A BREAK FOR A WHILE
WE WILL STAND@ MIDNIGHT
WE MUST STAND@ MIDNIGHT
ALL MUST STAND@ 1 one MINUTE PAST MIDNIGHT
-Tom Bryant
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WordcS
Workc5
The following is f ram an interview with Karl Swedberg, a Calvin
junior who writes and sings his own
compositions. You may be lucky
enough to have heard Karl beforeif you have you may be interested in
reading some of his lyrics printed
here; if not, keep your eyes and ears
open and you may catch him
around.

Dialogue: How long have you been
playing the guitar?
Swedberg: About five years, but I
think if you compressed all of the
time that I've actually played
together into one solid block of time
it would probably be about two
weeks.
Dialogue: What got you involved?
Swedberg: I was always really
interested in music. I played the
violin for seven years, and I quit.
Dialogue: Did you start writing
your own music immediately, or
was that something that came
along?
Swedberg: Actually, I wrote the
music for my first song before I
started playing the guitar, and then,
after I learned enough chords I was
able to put it in accompaniment.
Dialogue: So you taught yourself
how to play the guitar?
Swedberg: Well, no. I started by
taking lessons. The first year I
started classical guitar and taught
myself basic guitar chords, and the
second year I learned more folk
guitar and finger picking.
Dialogue: So in the past year, what
have you done with guitar? Have
you played in bands?
Swedberg: Yes. In the spring of my
freshman year I played with Ti
Cerrato, another student here. We
performed in a couple places in
Grand Rapids, and we recorded a
demo tape. Then during the summer
of 1987 I was in a band in Philadelphia called The Bensons and we
played in clubs all over the city By
18 Dialogue

the end of the summer I was faced
with the decision of whether to stay
in the band or return to Calvin, and
at the last minute I decided to return
here.
Dialogue: Is that a decision thatyou
regret?
Swedberg: No. I don't regret it beca use ....
Dialogue: Don't worry about it.
What serves as the inspiration for
your music? I know that Marc
Knopfler once . said that when he
writes a piece or writes a tune he
role-plays to a large extent. He casts
himself in a character and fills in
the words and puts it to music. How
do you go about composing? What
guides you?

Swedberg: Lately, my songs have
been generally comprised of ideas
that I've had and I build the song
around them. For example, the song
"Too Apart" is about relationships ·
and how when somebody likes
somebody else a lot of times they let
the person know in the most
indirect means possib1e to avoid
any kind of direct ·rejection. I guess
when you're · ·younger it's more
.obvious, like hitting somebody, but ·
when you get older it becomes more
subtle, more sophisticated, more
co!llplex.
~
Dialogue: Sure, you can follow that
throughout school, and get your
matchmaking. As you get older it
just gets more complex.

·Photos by Sara deBoer

Too Apart
Here comes Miss Idle Mover she has missed the train
She 's crying to stop the drizzling rain.
Here comes Mr. Lonely Loner he 's laughing out loud
He's looking at the lights in her eyes .
They keep away in order to feel real close
They embrace the thought of sleeping on ice
She tries to scream because she knows she cannot -see.
He has a dream that some day she'll open her ·e yes.
Two apart send a· message of disinformation
Too alone is too secure.
One word has never the sam e interpretation
Don't try to think
Don 't understand.
Just wait and watch and wonder why.

Then You Came
Right from the start we were destined
to make our way across the sea
To see for ourselves if we were made
for each other or made for someone else.
At first we lived just tolerating
Each other's faults
Never really mentioning that we were getting on
Each other's backs.
But then you catne from the sky with a word
And out of the corner of my ear I heard
That it would be nice if we could sail away
Into each other's arms
We could get lost, and still know
Exactly where we are.
Right through the end we would fight and
snap each other's pride
We were so proud and sick and tired
of all that we had done
You would laugh and joke and cry
About my life
And I would sit and stare into the ruins
of my life.
But then you came from the sky with a word
And out of the corner of my ear I heard
That it would be nice if we could sail away
Into each other's arms
We could get lost and still know
Exactly where we are.

Swedberg: Can you see that here, in
the song?
Dialogue: Yes, "don't try to think,
don't understand, just wait and
watch and wonder why." There's
· always that in any kind of relationship. It's kind of sad too, it's almost
: setting yourself up. Is that something you're trying to get at in terms
of almost anticipating the rejection?
Swedberg: Yeah.
Dialogue: Now, which of these
songs did you write first?
Swedberg: "Then You Came."
Dialogue: Really?
Swedberg: Yeah.
Dialogue: That's sort of a mildly
humorous song.
Swedberg: Yes. I wrote that about
four years ago.
Dialogue: Was that your first work?
Swedberg: No, it was my third.
Dialogue: What inspired you? You
just decided to have some fun?
Swedberg: Yeah. It was a fun song,
sure.
Dialogue: Can you chart your own
personal development through
these songs? I hate to say it but
some recent songs are more somber
than others. "Then You Came" is
obviously one of the lighter of the
five tunes we have, some of the
lighter lyrics.
Swedberg: I guess it's just a natural
progression from my high school
years to my college years. I'm
thinking about some somber things,
more heavy things and in one sense
I feel one step closer to death, and so
that's on my mind more than it was
in high school.
Dialogue: That's somewhat morbid.
How old are you anyway? You're a
college junior.
Swedberg: Yes, I'm a college junior
but we have no idea when we're
going to die, and it's on my mind
because I see the immediacy of it. I
see the fragility of life. But let me
explain, or at least give you a basic
idea of "Where You Started." That's
a recent song-I wrote that my
freshman year. That was another
one that was based on an idea. It's
basically about Christianity and
how it's really important to think it
through.
Dialogue: Do you see yourself as a
CCM artist of any shade? How
much does your faith affect your
work?
Swedberg: Well, I think that what I
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produce-is Christian music, only because I'm a Christian. And, of
course, Christianity affects every
aspect of myJife.
Uialogue: So you aren't an overtly
Christian musician in that you don't
write Sunday School tunes.
Swedberg: I'm an overtly Christian
musician in that I'm a Christian and
I'm a musician, but that doesn't
mean that I have to put Jesus in
every song-you know, the word
"Jesus" or "God" or anything like
that. But, as a matter of fact, in
"Where You Started" I changed a
word after the first copy was made.
I changed, in "I'm trying to make a
logical sense of sanity," the word
"sanity." It was Christianity, but I
didn't think it . was necessary to
make it so obvious, but actually,
they're one and the same to me
because Christianity is basically
my sanity. It's what holds me
together.
Dialogue: "Thomas Sloane" is a fun
tune when you piece it through and
you think about it, and it's different when you hear it than when
you read it. What guided you when
you wrote that? What was on your
mind?
Swedberg: I wrote that two days
after the end of my freshman year
and at the time I was reading The
Stranger by Albert Camus, and I
had just finished Metamorphosis
by Franz Kafka ....
Dialogue: Right. One of your more
guided works.
Swedberg: Yeah, and I had the
general theme of death on my mind,
and basically I was thinking about
the use of placebos in medicine and
how placebos can be used to cure
patients of their illness because a
large part of illness is psychological, psychosomatic. So I was
wondering at the time if because we
are able to be cured by taking a
regular dose of placebos, it would
be possible to die from an overdose
of placebos. I talked to a doctor
about this and she said that that's
not possible! But as I was writing it
seemed worth it, I guess, and I
wanted to get across the idea that
although death is difficult for
people to handle and to deal with,
there's no real finality, there is a
better place-Heaven-and
although it seems like death is so
final, like the great equalizer, there
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Where You Started
Piecing through papers and pages of propaganda on the wall;
Memoir scrawled grocery receipt , diamond buried in the dirt .
Annie screams murder she's waking, she's making herself think of
it all.
She says she's dying she's lying in agony.
I know she's really been dealing in fallacy .
I can see she only loves what she doesn 't know
Ignorance is waiting it 's skating in figure eights
Always ending up where you started .
Rewriting verse while speeding hearse flies through the air
I'm trying to make a logical sense of sanity
Annie says everything is and it was and will be
For our own sake.
Wondering what will be when we leave
Annie says she just doesn 't care.
Learning what love lies black in white field .
She says it's too hard to find .

Memorial Row
Arthur Mann, crumbling town , flags the taxi down .
"Take me to Memorial Row," he shouts through thick gray clouds .
Glasses bent, wrinkled white bla ck suit , four sizes large
Pulls out his pen and starts to think.
"Stop the car," he gets out clutching his iron leg in his hand .
Walks along, petri fied heart painted brushstroke on his sleeve .
Steps inside his palace, shack, pile of cardboard in the sand.
A screaming voice permeates the air.
"I don 't want to be a social face.
Don't want t o be seen.
I know they 're not ready yet .
No one knows what I mean.
Arthur Mann will shock the world
With his broken dreams ."
Arthur Mann will shock the world with his broken dreams.
Sets the stage performing for mannequins ten deep in a row
Makes them laugh and cry with one sound.
As they fall down to the floor , he says
"Soon I will die . Soon enough I will die."
And the hands go up, the head goes back
As Arthur spins around .
The spinning stops . The breathing stops.
He's l y ing on the ground.
The mannequins ' clapping hands fall off
They simply smiling stare.
He remains on the stage, saying,
"Soon I will die. Soon enough I will die."
Arthur Mann will shock the world
With his broken dreams.

is a hope for the future beyond
death, beyond life.
Dialogue: Okay, "Memorial Row,"
beyond simply the title, memorials
being something you give to dead
people, was that written before or
after "Thomas Sloane"?
Swedberg: The complete version
was written this summer. I wrote
the beginning of it about a year ago.
So I think part of it was around the
time, or perhaps a little bit before
"Thomas Sloane," but the rest of it
is the most recent song I've written.
Dialogue: Off the topic of your
lyrics here, who has inspired you?
More than a few people have noted a
physical similarity to Bruce
Cockburn, and you've -played some
of his tunes occasionally. What's
guided you in terms of musical forebearers.
Swedberg: I'd have to say that the
group that has influenced rne the
most has to be the Beatles,
especially because I've heard more
of their music than any other band,
and I've heard it more often than
I've heard the music of any other
band. Specifically, the words and
music of John Lennon.
Dialogue: You laughed when I mentioned Cockburn.
Swedberg: Yeah. I really enjoy his
music, I hear a lot from people about
physical resemblance, but I
actually wasn't familiar with his
music at all until people started
telling me that I looked like him. So I
decided I'd better find out who this
guy was. I guess my musical style
has changed a little bit. It's hard to
notice too much change _ when
there's only an acoustic guitar and
voice, but the general melodies and
tempos have changed quite a bit
from my earlier songs to the recent
ones, and that's largely due to my
exposure to new music and to
alternative music. Sixties music
and seventies music has a lot to
offer and it has stood the test of
time. There are some great
musicians, songwriters, but after a
while it gets a little stale.
Dialogue: A lot of that music is
politically oriented. Do you involve
yourself at all in politics?
Swedberg: Not in my music.
Dialogue: Is that something you shy
away from or something you just
don't feel comfortable with, or
something that you don't even think
about?
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Swedberg: I think about it quite a
bit, and I do have many grievances
with the political system here, but
I've found, through travel and discussion, that there really isn't any
perfect governmental system. That
doesn't mean that we can't work for
the betterment of the government,
but there's constructive criticism
and then there's criticism that does
nothing to help. I guess I could write
a song saying Reagan's a jerk, he
hasn't given me any money for my
education, but everybody knows
that anyway, and I'd like to be a
little more subtle about what I say.
That's one of the things that I've
been working on in my most recent
songs-to not make the message so
obvious, but to make it a little more
subtle, so-that when people hear the
songs, they won't get it right away,
but it will make them think, it will
make them wonder, "what is he
trying to say?" So through listening to the song more and more to be
able to piece it together. When a
song is obvious either lyrically or
musically, why would anyone want
to listen to it a second time? I want
people to want to hear it again, to be
curious about it, to think about
what I'm saying, what I'm singing.
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Thomas Sloane
Holding the hand of a stranger
Hearing the twisted tale of lonely Thomas Sloane
He took a minimum dose of millions of red placebos
Now he's in the dirt with a smile on his face .
Thomas Sloane, you're not alone.
Your dust will mingle with everyone you 've known.
Walking away from the action
Letting the twisted tale torment the wide-eyed crowd
But as we near the grave I notice someone laughing
Asking us, "do you want to come inside?"
Thomas Sloane , you're not alone.
Your dust will mingle with everyone you've known .
Leaving him now and finally breathing,
I see the shadow of a million broken graves.
But as the sun comes up I notice I am laughing,
Because I know some day I'll see him again.
You are not alone.

Dance
When looking at an old roommate of mine, an artist I know saw
blue and green flecks of color in her
face-something that I had certainly never seen in my day-to-day contact with her. I remember wishing
that I could have the "eye" of a
painter, that I too could
different colors in a
ject. I even
"see" that way for
limited success-I
I am a dancer.

see" common moveme
something very
then interpret it fuller, larger
purposes, much the
painter's treatment of
jects.
This became clear to me for
bably the first time about a week
ago. I was sitting on my couch, with
my kitten in my lap. She was
cleaning herself; her head craned
around to reach her back leg. Then,
slowly, gracefully, and luxuriously
(or so it seemed), she straightened
her hind leg until it lay alongside
her head. It was such a simple,
ordinary movement for her, but it
was stunning and uncommon to
m~-a~l the more so because she
was unconscious of fhe effect of the
movement.

Like my kitten, most people are
unaware of their own movement.
They know that they are moving,
but they are not aware of how they
are moving in their space. They are
unaware that, often, they are
.qf11cing. You see, as a dancer, I see
rriuch of life
a dance.
For
is a grand
furor
, i :'." "-1-'-U\.,u as a part of
church
the church
We stand,
and are

times. The movement reinforces the
intent behind the words, and brings
something extra, something that
cannot be expressed any other way
than by movement. We stand when
we declare something: our joy in
'Yqrshipping, our shared beliefs and
~M!ilJ:Ha.tJon of community as stated
iri
creed. We sit and are silent
during times of confession. Kneeling during prayers emphasizes our
humility and servility before God.
Signing the cross reminds us of
what the cross means to us, and of
the importance of the Trinity.
Dancers realize what motions are
.appropriate to what words, what
"impulses, and use them accordingly

a

in choreography. Everything I mentioned above are physical responses
to spiritual and liturgical impulses-in other words, the church
service, with its music, words and
congregation, is a dance.
After having said that, what
exactly is dance? Well, it is a
physical response to external
and/or internal stimuli that can be
spontaneous or carefully choreographed, for private enjoyment or
for performance. Dance is visual,
intellectual, spiritual, emotional
and physical-it is a wholistic response, denying none of the Godgiven aspects of our humanity. Too
often, people deny their physical
natures-especially in connection
with spirituality-because of their
association of physicality with
sexuality. Dance can be sexualSalome's dance to Herod to entice
him to give her John the Baptist's
head on a platter was surely a
sexual dance, but that isn't the only
kind of dance there is, just like
nudes aren't the only things to be
represented in painting. It's unfortunate that people make that
association, even more so because
they use "religion" as an arguing
point. Actually, the Bible teaches
that dance is neither good nor bad,
in and of itself. The Bible shows us
that dance is a natural response to
life: David dances for joy, the
Israelites dance for joy, people
dance for Baal, and Salome danced
for Herod. There are p ~ and
negative applications of dance, and
there are abuses of the gift, just as
there are in any other art-but
sinful humanity's abuse of a Godgiven gift is not a reason to declare
the gift itself "bad."
So then, why do dancers dance?
For the same reason that any artists
do their art-because they have
to, it is their way of expressing
. themselves. Even if dancers didn't
perform, they would still dance because they express themselves
through movement, and they can't
get away from that. I'm sure that
there are just as many "closet
dancers" as there are "closet poets."
But then, why perform? There are
many reasons to perform and many
different kinds of dances to perform, but I am not familiar with all
of them .
1
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I can dance tap, jazz, modern, and
sacred. But I prefer modern dance.
When I choreograph my own
dances, I want the dance to tell a
story; either a story about an event
that occurred and my response to it,
or I want the dance to be a direct
explication of the words of a song,
poem, or prayer. I find that modern
dance is the best kind of dance for
this purpose. In this way, I entertain the audience as well as give
them something to "take home;"
they can take home the knowledge
that they have shared in my story,
that they have shared in my emotion, and they can take home identification with my turmoil, my joy,
my grief. I want to force the
audience to interpret my movements, to discover what they mean,
and how they fit with the words. I
want them to remember what the
dance was about. If there are no
words, or if there are no words that
people can understand (I choreographed a dance to a song in Gaelic
last year), then I make up a story to
develop and try to tell, much like
actors construct a history of the
character they are playing.
Sacred dance and liturgical dance
are also very important to me. As a
Christian, my faith affects my dancing, it affects what I want to do.
That is a given. Dancemovement-expresses something
more than merely words. For me
dance acts in a way that the Holy
Spirit does in communication with
God-in groans that words cannot
express. It is more difficult for me to
do sacred dance-which is a performance-than it is for me to do
liturgical dance-which works as
part of the service, very much like a
responsive reading. In sacred
dance, I want to give the audience
something definite; again, I want
them to think this time about their
spirituality, their relationship with
God. This is a more difficult story to
tell because it means more than any
other story.
To tell a story, and to explicate
words in a song, a dancer needs to
understand what actions go with
what emotions. They watch everything that goes on around therri.
They have to be aware of how
people move in space, even if they
are not aware of it. They have to be
aware that all of life is a dance.
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Handbook for Headhunters
Introduction to the Science
of Heterodox Excision ·
by Omar the Onlooker*

Preface
Jn this do-it-yourself age, each of
is called upon to learn many
skills and techniques otherwise left
to specialists. This handbook
should help you to become at least a
backyard expert in a very important field of human endeavor,
one in which we must all become
proficient. We realize that in your
pursuit of the well-rounded life you
cannot be equally proficient in all
areas. You must put · first things
first. One of them is this: the intimidating of the Trail-blazer, the one
who marks new paths through old
thickets.
Recognizing, then, that the
clamor for your attention is indeed
great, and admitting that many of
the claims have some legitimacy,·
we note that at least one phase of
training for normal adulthood has
been seriously neglected. We refer
to these skills and abilities which
are required for that ever old yet
ever new activity of the tracking .
down and extermination of the
heterodox or dissenter, sometimes
more popularly referred to as
"headhunting." These skills are
clearly necessary for the achievement of two supreme goods:
security and status. Contrary to
what has been held elsewhere as the
last word concerning the chief end
of man, experience shows that individual status and group security are
by far the most prominent of human
aspirations.

~

*(alias Don Oppenwal)
LUCIFER'S ADV ANT AGE PRESS
WORMWOOD , ILLINESS
Anno Demoni 5 B.C. *

Mastery of the skills set forth in
this handbook guarantees to you
the enhancement of your own status
in the eyes of many, as well as the
security and stability of the religious community. You can gain the
dual satisfaction of ridding the
community of a menace to its
security, while enhancing at the
same time your own prestige as a
guardian of the oracles .

Community Need
The Community need for ,this
skill is indisputable. We can say
without fear of contradiction that
without development of this ability
to exterminate the innovator within
the religious community, there can
be n o future stability to the body of
believers. There can be no confid.e nce in a continuing unity of past
belief and action. Unless many
respond to the call of the hunting
trumpet , we can safely predict that
there will be an increase in license
masquerading as Christian liberty,
and innovation parading as simple
comment and opinion. We repeat,
without a core of dedicated young
trained in the art of eliminating the
innovator, the re-interpreter of the
old principles, the challenger of
hallowed tradition, there is no
future possible but the splintering
of the sacred status quo. The purity
of the old and established will be
adulterated by the new. Thus , in
addition to the rewards of personal
satisfaction in the pursuit of this
sport, we offer you as incentive the
ideal of the good of the religious
body.

While the necessity of developing
this skill in the young is undeniable, no institution has seen fit to
include it as a deliberate part of its
training. The failure on the part of
our major institutions has already
produced a younger generation
whose ears are open for the new and
the better. They lack the antennae
that are necessary for sensing
impurity of doctrine and deviation
in practice, and who therefore listen
with respect to every low voice that
sounds sincere, even if it does nof
repeat what has been said before
better.
Community neglect of this skill is
evident in the decline of real ability
in this area in the proclamation and
actions of much of the present adult
generation. While there are ·some
here and there with glimmerings of
true ability, the touch of the true
master is often missing. Techniques
are becoming increasingly crude
and obvious; weapons are blunt and
bludgeon when they should slice,
and motives are too transparent
just when deviousness is needed
most. Timing of attack is also often
poor. Worst of all, logic and
evidence are too often allowed to
intrude where previous pronouncement should prevail as the standard
by which the truth is known.
It must be said that the present
state of affairs only serves to highlight the need fat more thorough
training in this area if we are ever to
prevent even subtle changes in
belief and practice. There is some
hope that educational institutions
will rise to the challenge, but until
then the example of your elders, and
acquaintance with a few basic
rules, and your own ingenuity and
enthusiasm must suffice.

*Before Cata strophe
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Basic Tactics
BASIC TACTIC ONE-ALWAYS
IDENTIFY IDEAS WITH MEN.
This principle is the closest thing
we have to a master strategy in this
highly rudimentary science. It certainly deserves a high priority in
any list of tactics, for without observing it the hunt fails to even get
under way. There can be no hunt
without a living quarry. Just
remember that when you see deviation, whether it be in interpretation
of principle or in application of it,
never attack the ideas in exclusion
from the men who said it or acted on
it. If you do, you will succeed only in
informing or enlightening the bystander, and never in eliminating
the innovator. Men will accept or
reject your ideas, but they will not
be moved to join in the hunt unless
you point out the prey. Note well ·
that the New Testament Jews could
succeed in crushing a spirit of
unrest and dissension only by
pointing out the man. They never
could have achieved this by talking
of doctrines alone or about
blasphemy in the abstract. They
needed a specific person and so do
you. Learn too from them that you
must continue to do this unrelentingly, or else the new will supplant
the old, and old truth is bound to
suffer in the change. You must not
weary in well-doing or let what
some might call mercy deter from
your duty to destroy in the name of
the common good.
If you remember never to
separate men and ideas, your
pursuit will never be wholly
without results. Even if you are
mistaken in your analysis, you will
have struck the first blow, and the
advantage is yours. Even if he protests innocence of the intent or
meaning which you attribute to
him, you will have put him on the
defensive; you will have aroused
suspicions in the minds of many.
In summary then, the trick is to
show him for what he is, as either a
rash young fool, or one with liberal
tendencies, or as disloyal to the
faith of the fathers, or whatever you
choose as your main killing thrust.
They all work equally well for your
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purpose. At the same time you must
protest that your love of the past
and truth compels you to do what
would otherwise seem vindictive
and unloving. If you neglect this
precaution the chase may even
boomerang, leaving you cast in the
role of disturber of the peace. Then
no amount of further hue and cry on
your part will rouse anyone for the
kill, and you may even be the one
pursued.
BASIC TACTIC TWO
ALWAYS IDENTIFY WITH AN
"OFFICIAL" POSITION. Skilled
headhunters must learn to accept
the very basic assumption that the
"right" position or idea is always
the "official" one. You must further
learn to equate wisdom and truth
with what has been previously said
and done. Without this clear

While the skillful hunter
looks to the past as his
standard for truth and
right, he must avoid, as
much as possible, using
the Bible for his authority.
operational principle, you can never
be sure who the quarry is, for the
new and different
may just
possibly be sounder or better in
some way. In being careful to
equate truth with the past you will
never support an attack with the
weak instruments of logic or new
evidence. You need only show
deviation from previous in:erpretations and council encyclicals. The
importance of this cannot be
underestimated. You must ignore
any new evidence introduced by the
innovator in the form of unchanged
conditions or new insights into old
problems. You must concentrate on
his departure from the path of the
fathers. While in the abstract one
may want to acknowledge the
possibility of a new contribution to
an old problem, · you can never
afford the luxury of letting it become operative in your thinking. To
admit the possibility of any new insights is to give the offensive to the
innovator and to put you on the defensive. The pursuer must not let
himself become the pursued. The
only alternative is to retain the

offensive by quoting the old
masters, the more of them the
better. Sheer volume of words has
been proved superior to logic and
scholarship combined.
While the skillful hunter looks to
the past as his standard for truth
~nd right, he mus_t avoid, as much as
possible, using the Bible for his
· authority. Here the heterodox has
probably prepared himself, and it
may even be that his innovation is
the result of a searching of the
scriptures itself. When you meet
your quarry here, you are on equal,
and therefore dangerous, ground.
Avoid it as you would the plague.
Your truth and his error must not be
allowed to grapple in a free and
open encounter. You must learn to
emphasize that he is departing from
old, tried, and therefore true,
standards of belief and action. This
is the the only way t-o keep the advantage and to keep him on the
run, for what is a chase without a
fleer? The dedicated headhunter
never really defends. He only attacks, even if for obvious reasons of
strategy he calls it a defense of the
faith.
As another important device
within the context of this tactic, you
must learn to identify yourself with
the "official" expressions of the religious community. If you can carry
on your pursuit in an "official"
paper, do so by all means. No matter
that what you say is an expression
of only one view within the religious community. The fact that it
appears in the "official" organ
already casts an aura of authority
about your views. The man in the
street or pew doesn't really know
that this organ should be a sounding
board for all views. He thinks it
contains only "official" views, and
this is to your advantage.
Quoting liberally from the old
masters and using "official" religious papers to carry on your trackdown are excellent devices for
aligning yourself with truth and
automatically putting the pursued
in the camp of error. However, they
are by no means the only devices at
your command. You can develop
new organs of expression in which
you have still more freedom to
harass him who dares to question
the old order, or to suggest that the
past can stand improvement. You
can, if you're subtle enough,
V

identify "pure (meaning old) doctrine" with "good doctrine," and
even "truth" with "tradition."
Achieving this, you have again
gained an automatic advantage
over anyone who suggests the new.
In prejudging the new and identifying it with error, you will put your
quarry so much on the defensive
that he will expend the major
portion of his energy defending
himself against misinterpretation
and false inference. Thus, his
creativity will be hampered and his

You must be clearly for
and against, and submerge the nagging doubts
that lead you to consider
the possibility of partial
truths.
real message obscured. He will' be
psychologically hamstrung
(always an effective hunting
device, particularly when otherwise your quarry would run circles
around you), and if you track him
long enough, somewhere in the
dense underbrush of his writing,
speaking, and action you will find
the spoor of an inadvertent side
comment or a poorly conceived
phrase, and then his head is yours
for the taking.
There are still other resources at
your command, if you learn to use
them. You must not spend all your
time writing or speaking against
these enemies of the common good.
You must also act, for talk alone
will not silence discussion and prevent change. Drowning in printer's
ink is all right for the softening
process, but the coup de grace must
come through action. To achieve the
necessary action it is invaluable to
have friends in influential positions. One must not be too proud to
seek help, even though the less
dedicated may be tempted to call it
conspiracy. The maintenance of the
present purity of belief is a task that
calls for united action. The packing
of important committees, the
passing of petitions, the submitting •
of entreaties to official advisory
bodies, the circulation of printed
~aterials a_t strategic assemblies:

all these are useful means for
making your views appear to be
part of the "official" views of the
community. Beyond these few hints
you are here really on your own.
Just make the most of personal
friendship, your own position of influence, and, in brief, all the techniques of ecclesiastical politics.
Your chief purpose, of course, in
using all these head hunting tricks
is to get some "official" action
taken, some stand taken, some
policy pursued that will clearly
bring your quarry into disrepute. If
his position or profession is vulnerable, by all means seek for his
disqualification or dismiss al.
However, this is not at all necessary
for successful pursuit of this sport.
If his integrity can be impugned, if
his loyalty can be questioned, if his
competency can be attacked, this is
sufficient. If his deviation can be
exposed, his · effectiveness is
diminished and the kill can come
later. You know that the prize is
yours, whatever his immediate
future.
Some happy side benefits of the
use of these techniques is that the
less brave or foolhardy will be convinced that discussion does not pay.
While this reduces your chances for
further sport, it does not rule it out
altogether. Lacking those who dare
sharp disagreement or deliberate
departure from the past, you can
then concentrate on minor and
accidental deviation. This offers a
real challenge to those who wish to
become more than amateurs.
BASIC TACTIC THREEALWAYS MAKE ALL ISSUES
"CRUCIAL." The successful head.hunter can never allow himself to
pursue the deviate because of a
mere difference of emphasis or on a
peripheral matter. · Thus, all your
attack must be framed in terms of
"crucial" matters, ones on which the
"faith stands or fails." All ideas and
policies are either-or situations,
they are either black or white, they
are either true religion or false. The
game to be pursued must clearly
represent the one, and therefore the
dangerous, or else no hunting party
will_ form. If you are to use this
tactic successfully, you must stop
looking for the grain of good in all
positions and recommendations,
you must stop looking .for weak

points in your own and strong
points in that of others. You must be
clearly for and against, and
submerge the nagging doubts that
lead you to consider the possibility
of partial truths. Without the ability
to see all positions and ideas as
black or white, and the difference as
"crucial," you will never develop
the necessary killer instinct, and
you will waver before the bloody
work is done. Therefore, develop
single-mindedness, scanning your
prey only for deviation and error
and never for truth.
As a necessary corollary of this
ability you must work on building
religion into a system of doctrines
which are logically inter-related
and tightly knit. Avoid thinking of
religion as a spirit or attitude
toward God and man. In other
words, think of religion as
exclusively an affair of the head,
and not at all of the heart. Think of it
as a body of doctrines and beliefs
more than a way of life. In this way
you can really believe that any
thing or crack in the system of
beliefs means the collapse of the
whole structure. Then, you seek, all
matters automatically become
crucial, because no single one is
logically unrelated to every other
one. All beliefs are "basic to the
faith" and therefore warrant the
rolling of heads in order to preserve
any one of them.

Assorted Hints
We have thus far given only a
bare outline of what is needed for
the successful pursuit of all those
who do not repeat what has been
said before with enough accuracy.
We have not attempted to spell out
in any detail the dozen and one little
techniques that render the major
tactics so devastating in their
effectiveness. Just a few illustrations should suffice, and you can fill
in the rest from your general
knowledge of human nature.
We might mention, for example,
the excellent use that can be made of
innuendo. You need not call your
victim unbiblical. You need only
state that "the Bible clearly proves"
your position. This is just as
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effective and far less crude than
direct name-calling. We do not
mean to suggest that the headhunter does not call names, for he is
above all a firm believer in calling a
spade a spade when it is to his advantage. What we mean is that it is
not always necessary, and it is
sometimes dangerous. An outright
slander may leave the bystander incensed at your tactics, whereas a
sly innuendo never will.
The use of incredulity can also be
effective as an instrument for
casting your victim in a bad light. If
you register enough incredulity at
the effrontery of the deviate, then
you need not marshall evidence to
disprove his contention. A simple
assertion that it is error, mingled
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with incredulity, will leave many
an onlooker with the distinct impression that your position is so
right and any other so wrong that
there is no need for further analysis
on his part. This attitude of the bystander is all in your favor, for it
keeps attention off the issue and on
the man, which is precisely where
you want it. Learn to cultivate this
and your task is made easier. Fail to
do it and the onlooker may himself
ask embarrassing questions about
the soundness of your position.
The foregoing three basic tactics,
and the few examples of assorted
hints, constitutes the main bulk of
the legacy which is yours in this
important area of human activity. It

isn't a great deal, but it is a firm beginning. Elementary as these
principles are, they have produced
some wholesome consequences.
Discussion and controversy is
becoming less daring and
heterodoxy more dangerous. Some
have been silenced, some exiled,
some dismissed, and still others put
under a cloud. There is some hope
that, with perseverence, we shall be
able to introduce even greater uniformity in thought and practice.
We can but pass to you the torch
of pursuit and the trumpet of the
hunt in the hope that you too believe
that peace, unity, and fraternity can
be won only at the price of constant
attack. Good hunting while the
game lasts.

-Krister Evenhouse

Hypocrisy
"Oh, hello. It's nice to see you here."
No. It's not. , You don't really care.
And I realty don't like you.
I don't care to recall your name.
"Oh, fine. And how are you?"
As if you care. As if I care, too.
"Sure, I don't mind if you sit with me.
J. do mind. I would rather be alone here.
"Theology. And what is your major?"
Probably Business. Business, ha. Probably something.
Probably something I don't care to hear.
"Really. What are you going to do with that
Once you get out of here?"
You don't even need to answer. I don't know why I asked.
You'll get a job, make big bucks,
Beat your wife, have three kids,
Then die.
You've got it all figured out.
"Me? Well, I don't know. I'm thinking about
Becoming a missionary in Africa."
Hah. That ought to screw him to his seat.
At least I put my Christianity into action.
That ought to make him feel guilty.
He probably doesn't even know where Africa is.
"No, I don't know him. Where's that?"
As if I care. So what if he has a brother
In the mission field? So what?
At least I put my Christianity into action.
Total sacrifice to my calling.
It will be good to get out of here .
Total sacrifice in -a world far away.
In a world where they need me.
Here an · they care about is money.
All he cares about is making money.
"Pardon me?"
What did he say? I wasn't listening.
"Yea, I heard about that . It's really a shame
That someone got hurt."
He acts as if he cares.
He doesn't really care.
He only acts like he cares.
I'm the only one who seems to care.
"So, how 'bout those Bears?"
I hate sports. He probably loves sports.
This will give me a chance to give him my speech
About greed. The pitfalls of The American Dream.
Professional sports is greed.
Sports is where the bucks are.
"Oh . . . uh . . . no. I don't ·kriow.
I wasn't watching, either."
So he doesn't like sports. So what.
"How 'bout this rain."
If I get him into the ·weather
I won't have to think when I reply.
"I think it was like this last year, too. I remember."
He's probably forgotten. Who really cares?
My plate is almost empty. This is as fast as I can eat.
"Oh, I guess you're right. That must have been
The year before."
It's all subjective, anyway. I am finished.
Yak, yak, yak: Come on, come on.
I've got to get out of here. Important places to go,
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Important people to see. Africa needs me now.
I'll look around, look anxious, look at my watch.
I pretend I have a watch. Yak, yak, yak.
I've heard it all before. He talks so much.
I've heard it all before. He talks so much,
Yet has nothing real to say. Why should I listen to this?
I pretend to have forgotten the time. I ask him
What time it is. I know he knows. Time, to him,
Is money. What's this chatter about reality. What does
He know about reality. Reality, to him, is money. Yak, yak, yak.
"Well, I've got to go. I've got class. It was really nice
Talking to you ... um .. .I'm sorry ...
I seem to have misplaced your name ... "
I threw it away.
"John, yes, that's right, John. Well, see ya John."
I gotta run."
Goodbye, good riddance, thank God.
So what if I cut him off at mid-sentence, he would have
Gone on all day. Hey, look, there's the gang.
As if I'm surprised.
"Hey guys, how's it going?"
They love me.
"Sure, I've got time to hit the mall.
My classes today have been cancelled anyway."
No. I really don't feel like talking.
No. I don't want to tell you
What's the matter.
"Yes. I heard about it this morning."
No. I don't want to relive it.
No. Leave me alone.
"No. I didn't know him."
Yes. You didn't care.
"No. Nothing's the matter."
Yes. Something is.
"I saw him once."
More than once.
He spoke to me once.
More than once.
I never looked or listened.
I laughed in his face.
"About a week ago. I don't know why
I remember."
You do too.

seems like an hour ago.
seems like right now.
seems like a dream.
is a nightmare ..
"In the dining hall."
In the hall. In the street. In church.
Don't ask me how I remember him.
Don't ask me why I remember him.
Don't make me see his face.
Yes, you are right: What's done is done.
There's nothing now we can do about it.
I keep telling myself that.
"No. Thanks. I don't want to go.
I'm not really hungry."
I only want to sink here
Into this corner.
I only want to turn back time.
I only want to say hello.
I only want to mean what I say.
I only wish I knew the look within his eyes,
It
It
It
It

I only wish I knew
The look within his eyes,
Recognized it, at least.
I only wish I knew
The reason why
He killed part of me, so much of me,
When he k~lled himself last night.
Leave me alone,
I only want to cry.
No. Stop. Talk to me.
I only want to care.

-Tim VanN oord
30 Dialogue

Great Expectations
I was secretly proud all summer
at the thought of returning to school
as a junior this year. I didn't know
fand I still don't) where the line
technically falls that divide the
upperclassman from the masses,
but I felt in my heart that I had
certainly crossed it. I was going to
be a hero; I was going to be one of
the sophisticated older students
that owned this campus, like the
students that I had spent my first
two years admiring.
In my delusions of grandeur, I
anticipated the arrival of school and
knew that all the freshmen would
part before me as the Red Sea before
Moses, exchange awed glances, and
maybe even bow. I knew that this
year would be the plateau where I
would finally stalk the ground that I
had rightfully earned. I would enjoy
my just desserts.
But I got back to campus and, of
course, the hoards of freshmen
passed me by. For that matter,
hoards of sophomores, juniors, and

seniors did the same. My ego was a
bit hurt, I'll admit. Of course it was
unreasonabl.e, but who has
perfectly reasonable rights? The
point is that I expected one thing
and found something completely
different.
There are reasons , of course . I just
don't know as many people this
year as I did last year. All my
friends in the class of 1988 have
graduated and are pursuing their
destinies elsewhere. To make
matters worse, the faceless freshmen flow in unprecedented
numbers. But these specific reasons
only point to a recurring
phenomenon.
The situation itself is not new. I
have been disappointed before
when my expectations have been
failed. I stop and ask myself why,
and I see the answer: growing pains.
There is something inside me, and I
expect inside most people, that
expects growth to reach a point of
culmination. I expected two years

of relative subservience and two
summers of labor to result in a
position of ease and security.
I have expected that ease and
security time and time again
throughout my years of conscious
growing up. As a young child who
still hadn't figured out that she was,
someday, going to grow up, I saw
adults as the finished products.
When and if I ever reached that age,
life would then finally reach equilibrium. There would thereafter be no
more change or worry or uncertainty. The focal point always
shifted, however: the first grader
looks to the fifth grader; the ninthgrader to the high school senior; the
freshman to the college junior and
senior.
I will probably always expect to
feel that grown-up feeling. And
when I am disappointed, I will probably remember times like this, and
laugh at myself. (Anyone who
doesn't expect it must either be very
wise or very weary of this world.)
In the meantime, I am more grateful
than ever for the people-of all
ages-who didn't pass me by, who
noticed my return and seemed glad
of it.
-Melissa Bartel
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